we found ourselves involved in an undignified debate as to who were the rightful possessors of this battered relic.
It was most unfortunate, as the car was our last and only hope of keeping up with the Bucketeers, and, plainly, it could not take everybody. Eventually I suggested that we should draw lots. The car could, at an uncomfortable pinch, take four besides the driver, we thought. Then Matthews, suddenly and adamantly, decided that he would drop out. Nothing would shift him. As I had just been beaten by Lucas, I could do nothing but take advantage of his generosity and let the ballot proceed. Actually the difficulty then solved itself because the Americans, for reasons of their own—perhaps because they were less interested in an all-British operation than we were—also decided to drop out, and we were left in undisputed possession.
Thus began our incredible journey which ended seven days later when the wreck trundled into a delirious Athens, days before the arrival of the official liberators from Middle East. Sometimes it was a car, sometimes a gipsy caravan, sometimes a super sedan chair. It was a car so long as it could be persuaded to move along the road, preferably downhill. It was a caravan when we camped in it. It was a sedan chair when we stuck in the mud, or in a water-splash, or in a ditch, for then swarms of peasants would appear from nowhere and lift the whole contraption up with their muscular arms in one of the greatest feats of combined strength ever seen off the musical-hall stage.
The worst feature was the tyres. Eventually I became so disgusted with the constant hold-ups for puncture repairs that I hitch-hiked the lap over the mountains from Corinth to Megara. S-K and Lessing insisted upon clinging to the car. I said they would merely get stuck in the mountains, and I waited in a village outside Corinth all night till some of the R.A.F. armoured cars arrived.
Next morning I was riding in state on an armoured car when we passed the wreck on a mountain road that wound through fragrant pines. "How did you get on?" I shouted. "Oh, fine," said S-K evasively and obstinately. I discovered afterwards that, as I predicted, the tyres finally refused toa pitiful wreck.—the only person whose clothing matchedvt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
